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has a faint halo of sanctity, Juha seemed to be
more morose because he spoke less. The hair
that still fringed his neck seemed to bristle more
and more, and in his little eyes was a strange
brittle, stern look. He tried once again to work
regularly on the farm. The master let him work
and gave up harassing him about the man-and-
horse days. And now, when the men rested in
the yard after dinner and the debate on any
subject grew heated, old Toivola would draw
forth God and hold a long lecture in which his
view of life as something " sour " was revealed,
but in such ranting, accusing accents that the
effect on the master and the other men was
chilling. Easy to see that Juha Toivola had
aged; he had changed a lot that summer.

But it was only the still atmosphere of some-
thing solemn persisting in Juha's mind.   He had
a deep inward conviction that the death in the
family had increased his worth, not in the eyes of
other men, but in his own eyes and in a way
perhaps those of God.   He, too, was now one
of those who are as it were on better terms with
God than most, as one among a crowd of work-
men may be with the boss and thus have no need
to do lip-service or try to curry favour.   The
great majority of those empty-headed ordinary
men had never thought of God except as a name,
and for that reason it was right, when occasion
arose, to speak out sternly.